walls were peopled with nests and the chattering of birds
Marmots mounted guard at the entrances to their holes
The bricks bristled with snakes  The grass drowned every-
thing, surrounding the stones and climbing the ramparts
To it Karakorum meant no more than a slight unevenness
in the ground
Ungern crossed the meadow Not far from the opposite
wall stood a watch-tower It was half in nuns, and might
be some forty feet high Ungern climbed to the top of it,
and birds nesting in cracks in the stones climbed with him
From the top he could see a long way the Orkhon,
the slopes of the Khangai mountains, clad with dark
forests, the steppe The view was the same as ever He
need merely stay there, studying the horizon, without
lowering his eyes to that preposterous vacant lot on which
his grey maxe was quietly grazing
From here Genghis Khan's sons had ruled the world
Wherever they went they conquered, and the kings of
the old continent travelled for months and years to lay
their wealth, their crowns, their lives, at the feet of the
Great Khan  They made cruelty their one virtue, their
pledge of victory  Cruelty earned them to the Adriatic
One must know how to be cruel. Ungern knew it
He followed the course of the Orkhon with his eyes,
in search of the Erdem-Yu monastery whose stone lions
had repelled the Zungans' attack But the banks of the
nver were deserted
It was wisdom, it was plain common sense to be cruel
Treachery might spring from the very saddle on which
you laid your head, heavy with sleep But the dead could
not betray Only one man could command But let him
beware of those who transmitted his orders The taste for
ordering clung to their lips Let him command, and let
him keep to himself
Let him keep to himself, like his ancestors, those crusa-
ders, those wreckers, those knights-errant, those kmghts-
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